
Waist-High in Beauty 
Now 

that the holiday festivities 
are relocated with other 
episodes of the past, there'll 
probably be a slight lull in 

your days How about those good- 
looks resolutions you so gallantly 
made for 1938? Ask yourself a few 
straight-forward beauty-quest ions. 

An attractive figure is undoubtedly 
a vital beauty requisite. This, first of 
all, means good posture. Take a look 
at yourself in a full-length mirror; are 

you satisfied with the reflection? 
A common posture-fault is a flat 

chest and round shoulders. Here the 
good old standard breast stroke in 
swimming helps keep the chest mus- 

cles firm and the shoulders from be- 
coming stooped. You can “swim" in 
your own bedroom. Lie on your stom- 

ach on the dressing-table stool or 

across a chair, pushing your arms 

straight forward, stretching them out 

to the sides and then bringing them 
close to the chest — just as you do the 
regular breast-stroke. 

Marlene Dietrich likes to walk 

(which, by the way is grand exercise) 
and claims that it is important to 
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choose the type of exercise that you 
truly enjoy. For instance. Ginger 
Rogers plays lots of tennis while 
Katharine llepburn is a confirmed 
golf addict. 

If you haven’t any special sports’ 
hobby, just take ten minutes each 
morning and put yourself through a 

few simple paces. Here, for example, 
is an easy exercise: 

Lie on back, legs straight, arms 

stretched overhead. Slowly slide arms 

and legs to right, forming a large semi- 
circle with body. Keep hips, shoulders 
and elbows flat. Hold stretch. Return to 

position. Repeat to left side. Do exercise 

ten times, alternating right and left. 

A Youthful Waistline 
Exoreiso doos itl If you want to 

koop a young figuro, concontrato on 

your waistlino. Miss Loavitt offors 
spatial abdominal oxortisos that will 
holp. To got thorn, sand a throo-cont 
stamp (to tovor tho tost of postago), 
with your roquost to This Wook Mag- 
aiino, in taro of this nowspapor. 

Star Dust 
Confinuod from pogo firm 

weeks later. I decided that I’d fly out 

to Hollywood myself, to see Ben 
Bienstein about that infringement suit 
over the screen nghts of Anthony 
Scrope’s new novel, instead o( sending 
a junior partner. I called up Ethel, as 

soon as I arrived. 
Annie answered the phone and 

greeted me like a buddy and then she 
called Ethel. Ethel’s voice is very 
characteristic. It sounded just the 
same. Cool and cultivated and not 

'extravagantly glad to hear from me. 

When I asked if she were all right, she 
said, "Of course," with an inflection 
that blandly inquired why on earth 
wouldn't she be? She asked me to drop 
in for a cocktail at five and when she 
rang off, I went to the Prodigious 
Productions studios to look up Ben 
Bienstein. 

I like Ben. He’s a very good egg and 
a great, busy, hard-headed, man of 
Hollywood affairs. He lolled back 
ponderously in his Spanish oak arm- 

chair, behind the three telephones on 

the huge desk in his magnificent 
paneled office, with his gray-striped 
waistcoat unbuttoned and wrinkled 
over his prominent bay wndow; and 
when we’d finished our legal business 
to his satisfaction, he rang for a 

whisky sour. 

I told him that I was going to see 

Ethel that afternoon. I asked, "Seen 
much of her?" 

“No — no," he said, slowly and 
threw a moody glance at me. “I 
haven’t been going around much." 

I knew that his wife had died that 
winter and that he’d never had but the 
one that he'd brought out from New 
York with him and that he’d taken it 
pretty hard. So I murmured a word of 
sympathy. 

"That’s all right," he muttered 
awkwardly “Business goes on.” 

A good deal of feeling shook this 
^practical utterance, and I turned the 

conversation to less personal channels. 
“I hope Mrs. Farson is enjoying 
Hollywood,” I ventured. 

“Can’t prove it by me,” he said. 
“Attractive woman, but I couldn’t do 

anything for her. You know a lot of 
fascinators wash out on the screen.” 

I thought he looked lonely when I 
stood up to go, so I said, “Why don’t 
you drop in to see her this afternoon, 
while I’m there?” 

lie seemed surprised, but faintly 
cheered, and his dull eyes came alive 
and gleamed humorously, as he asked, 
“Will you protect me?” 

“From what?” 
He chuckled. “From vaulting am- 

bition which o’erleaps itself.” Ben 
Bienstein was considering a produc- 
tion of “Macbeth” and, to my sur- 

prise, I gathered from this comment 

that he must have read the play. 
“I can’t promise that," I smiled. 
"Well. I’ll take a chance, he said. 

At five o’clock I found his limousine 
waiting, with liveried chauffeur, in 
front of Ethel’s bungalow. And from 
the gate I saw the Pomeranian and 

caught a glimpse of Ethel — the top 
of her blond head, at least — over the 
back of a wicker chaise longue in a lit- 
tle rose-hung pergola that commanded 
the side yard. The dog barked and 
Ethel heard my step on the path and 
turned and, as she did so, I saw Ben 
Bienstein facing her in a wicker chair. 

Ethel greeted me pleasantly enough 
and I sat down and stared at her She 
was looking very well. I hadn’t ex- 

pected that her beauty would be 
impervious to the wounds to her van- 

ity, but she had preserved it. You 
could hit that girl, but you couldn’t 
crack her. She looked fresh and lovely 
and young. She was wearing a soft, 
sheer dress of some ice-green stuff, and 
her pearls and her emerald. 

She said, "Mr. Bienstein was telling 
me about his plans for Macbeth.’ 
They’re simply marvelous.” 

I glanced at Ben. caught him posi- 
tively bridling. He had his vanity, too. 

He half-closed his dark eyes, and 
said, apocalyptically, "As 1 see that 
sleep walking scene, it’s just a suc- 

cession of staircases, going on up to 

infinity — no walls anywhere — loose 
in the cosmos — reaching the clouds. 
You remember the effects Flo Ziegfeld 
got from staircases? Well — we can all 
learn something from Flo. 1 see mine 
modem — very sleek lines — silver 
with black stripes on ’em. No hand 
rail. I think if the audience reaction 
was wondering would Lady Macbeth 
pitch over the edge any minute — 

asleep like that — and maybe set the 
place on fire with her candle — it 
would add to the suspense. Of course 

we’d have to have some stuff at the 
bottom — cellophane curtains, maybe 
— that would look as if it would light 
up easy. I see it all fog-gray, not really 
dark — Scotch mist, I guess — you 
know they were a Scotch family — 

and the candle a yellow star. More like 
a planet, shining on the pearly pale 
face of Lady Macbeth, coming down 

and down, all alone, in a white chiffon 
nightgown cut close to the figger, with 
a train six yards long and one little 
hand all bloody and her big eyes 
staring. She ought to look like all the 
glorified Follies' Girls rolled into one 
— only tragic, of course — scared you 
know — sad-looking ...” 

The worst of it was that I feared 
that the scene would be effective. Ben 
Bienstein had power. 

Ethel sighed as he stopped — a long 
drawn sigh of adulation. "And who’s 
to do it?” she inquired. 

Ben Bienstein came out of his trance 
with a jerk, and muttered that it 
hadn't been decided. 

1 lope sprang into Ethel's eyes. "I’ve 
always felt Lady Macbeth"' she mur- 

mured. “I’ve felt I could murder.” 
I had no doubt that she had, and 

quite often, when looking at Harry at 

one of her parties. 
Ben Bienstein rose to unparalleled 

heights of diplomacy. "I’ve always 
thought you the Juliet type.” 

It was then that Annie McPherson, 
as if with a fine instinct for an en- 

trance. came in with the cocktail tray. 
“Hello, Annie!” I cried. 
“Weel, Mistur-r Br-rooke,” she said, 

her broad Highland accent falling 
aimiably on our ears. “It's a pleasur-re 
to see ye, sir-r. Aftur-r all this time.” 

“You’re looking fine. Annie,” I said. 
And she was, in her plain black dress 

and her little muslin apron and her cap 
cocked slightly askew on her rusty, 
graying hair. 

“Losh me!” So Annie received the 
compliment, then dismissed it. “Don’t 
ye think Miss Ethel’s looking bonnie?” 
She placed the tray on a table beside 
the chaise longue. 

“Very much so,” I smiled. 
Ethel poured out two cocktails and 

Annie stood waiting to pass the plates 
:ind the sandwiches, a solid little figure 
of an old-fashioned serving woman, 

taking us all in with the bright gleam 

of observation that I knew so well. 
As Ethel handed me my glass, Ben 

Bienstein surprised us both by observ- 
ing. “I never saw Annie before." He 
spoke as if she were some inanimate 
object, displayed for his inspection. 

I laughed, "Oh, Annie’s quite an 

institution." I noticed, as I spoke, 
that Ben’s keen eyes were no more 

than smouldering slits between his 
thick eyelids, with that little spark of 
amber in them that always informed 
you that he’d had an idea. They were 

lixed on Annie, watching her every 
motion. They followed her passage 
back through the house door. 

He said to Ethel, "How long have 
you had her?’’ 

She answered carelessly, “Oh, ages. 
She was my nurse, you know.” 

"How old is she?” 
Ethel looked faintly surprised. 

"Why, I guess — let me see — she’s 
fifty-two.” 

"Bom in Scotland?” 
“Yes. In Inverness.” 
“Kept the lingo, hasn’t she?” he 

observed thoughtfully. 
Presently he rose to go and Ethel 

held out her hand — her left one, with 
the emerald — without rising from the 
chaise longue, and said, very sweetly, 
“I hope you’ll drop in again soon and 
tell me more of your plans. I adore the 
screen, you know.” 

When he’d gone, Ethel glanced at 
her wrist watch and asked me a few 
polite questions about people in New 
York, but volunteered nothing about 
her own troubles. I could see that her 
thoughts were very far away. Soon I 
left in my turn, thinking that I really 
should have managed to get in some 

friendly warning about spending that 
twenty thousand dollars. 

When I reached the path. I was sur- 

prised to see that Ben’s limousine was 

still at the curb, the chauffeur stand- 
ing motionless beside. Then I saw Ben, 
beyond a square patch of garden, at 
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what must be the kitchen d<x>r. A few 
steps more and Annie came into view. 
She was talking to Ben I succumbed 
to curiosity and joined them. 

"What's up?” I asked. 
Ben didn't answer but Annie turned 

a flustered face on me and cried, 
"Guid save us a', Mistur-r Br-rooke! 
He wants me to pose for-r the pic- 
tur-res!” 

"You see,” explained Ben very < 

volubly — it was like him to have 
thought it all out already — *Tve 
been feeling for some time that 
'Macbeth' needs more comic relief. It I 
gets kind of depressing, there at the 
end. Ten of the principals die — I 
counted ’em. I’ve just the role for 
Annie — that Gentlewoman Attend- 
ing I-ady Macduff. She could be nurse 

to Macduff's children. You know — 

he mentions ’em, 'all my pretty ones,’! 
after they’re slain. But before they, 
are, I could set the boys on the lot to 
working up a scene for Annie with 
some good Scotch laughs in it. I think 
the public would enjoy it That is — 

if she screens. 1 want her to take a 

test ...” 
“Better do it, Annie,” I inter- 

rupted, gates opening before me. Be- 
hind my sense of shock I was reflecting 
that Ben’s mood was not so out of tune 
with Shakespeare's. The Bard himself 
was all for broad comedy. He might 
have put in such a scene — for Annie. 

She looked very doubtful and as 

Scotch as a spray of heather in that 
California garden. "I ha’ me doots,” 
she said, slowly. 'Tve na had my pic- 
tur-re ta’en for year-rs." 

“You be at the Prodigious Produc- 
tions studio at ten tomorrow and ask 
for me,” said Ben Bienstein. not listen- 
ing. "I’ll make it all right with your 
missus." Then, ignoring her cap and, 
apron, he raised his panama jauntily, 
smiled affably, said, “I'll drop you, 
Brooke,” and walked off to his car 

It was always a regret to me that I 
had to leave Hollywood early next 
morning, for I would have liked to 

have seen Ethel taking the blow. Ben 
wired that the screen tests were im- 

mense and Annie dispatched me a 

brief letter, beginning “Dear sir” and 
ending “Respectfully, Annie,” to ask 
me to draw her a contract. 

I’m proud that I had the discern- 
ment, even then, to draw it for that 
one film and not to give Ben Bienstein 

any strings on Annie. Proud, too, that 
I launched her on her amazing career. 

When “Macbeth” was released, she 
ran off with the show at the premiere. 
She had only three scenes, but she was 

Harry-ette Lauder, in person. The rest? 
of “Macbeth” was rather a matter of 
staircases. 

When I took up by mail the ques- 
tion of a second contract, Annie 
emerged from the kitchen a woman of 
affairs. Scot met Jew and came off vic- 
torious. It really tickled Ben. He 
wrote me that she’d mentioned all 
those nieces and nephews and her shell- 
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